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UNTIL TO-MORROW.

' Ifyou have a task to do,
That seems as if you'd ne'er get through,
Bellove me that the wisest way
18 to begin the tusk to-day.
It you have & word unsaid,
Spoken would muke ono comforted,
Qo find thut one, and say it straight,
It Is & word that can not walt,

11 you ean do o kindly deed,

Can heal the sick or hungry feed,
Do not leave the deed undone
Until you see to-morrow's sun.

But angry word and selfish way
Are best put off another day.

And then another day again,
Postpone what gives another pain.

Bo keep the hasty speeches down,
*And make n smile chase back the frown,
In silence let 111 temper lie,

For an etornal by and by. -
—Eva Lovett Carson, in N, Y, Independent.

A MODERN JOHN ALDEN.

_Aaron Pennel's Ruse Worlked Like
& Charm.

“If inall our lives you need me—if
there should be any thing that I can do
for you—1I swear to do it,” said Julian
#Hicks. *“You can ask me nothing which,
at any personal sacrifice, I will not en-
deavor to accomplish, I meanthat when
1sayit. 1begof you to remember it.
You are rich—I am poor. You are some-

- body—I am nobody. But the time may
come when the promise is worth some-
thing, and, on the honor of a gentle-
aman, I will keep it."

An hour before this speech was made
Asron Pennel had saved Julian Hicks'

ssister from a watery grave and brought
Ter safe in his strong arms to the very
_spot upon the beack of Northtown where
the two men now €tood together. And
Adn Hicks was in very truth a pearl of
.great price to her brother Julian—the
only one of his near kinysttll living,
younger than himself by ted‘good years,
and from her birth a pet and plaything.
So he made this vow to the man beside
bim, hitherto a mere acquaintance, in
the fullness of his gratitude to one ‘that
had done all that one could do for an-
other.

There were never vwo men so utterly
unlike as Julian Hicks and Aaron Pen-
nel. The first, a hard-working profes-
sional man, who had struggled for such
little success as Fate had meted out to
him, unaided save by his own hands and
brain; not handsome, not'showy; his
greatest charm a certain gentle sweet-
mess; pecnligrly manifested to wonien,
“The gther, a man who had had Fortune fon
his ‘friend from his birth; who neither
toiled mor spun; who was very hl.:ﬂl‘f
some, very elegant, very charming, ai
man of society, and one with whom fine’
women might easily fall in love.

But from that day they were friends,
not only as the world goes, but in very
truth, And so it.came to pass that walk-
ing one day, arm in arm (after their re-

' turn from the seaside to town) they met
Amy Atkins, that Aaron introduced her
to Julian, and that, a few evenings aft-
-erwards, Aaron took Julian to call upon,
her. 29 S

She was an heiress. She was beautl
#ul or had the name of being so. Her
eyes were black and velvety; her hair,

-

amel in the chemists' shops could not
make a complexion like hers. But that
gells you nothing about the woman—the
frank, sweet, sparkling, womanly wom-
en with whom Julian fell in love before
‘fe had known her a month, though it
seemed to him that he must in some
mysterious way have known her ever
since he began to guess what love was,
kince she did not seem so much like &
mew friend as one long loved and hoped
dor.

Wrapt up in his profession as am
mrchitect, engrossed by struggles for
®bread and butter, which, while they
:seldom prevent a man from doing great
things, always unfit him for society,
-Julian had known few women of Miss
Atking’ position. Ne had no experience
by which to guide himself, or by whick
10 measure his own feclings. For awhile
he did not suspect he was in love, &nd
8o was drawn nearer and nearer to-the
whirlpool, until, when the truth at last
dawned upon him, there was no retreat.
flo whose means were insufficient for
any thought of matrimony had - lost his
heart to the heiress. "He who, in his
adoratiop of human beauty, had some-
times almost hated himself for being so
~wery plain, loved and worshipped the
“loveliest woman the sun‘shone on!

It was out of the question that she
mhould like him. It was impossible for
him now to oesse tor lové her—to be

Jhappy without her—to leave her and
:@ee her mo more! Asthe moth, which
bas fluttered about a flame unmtil. its
wings sre singed, is still tempted to ils
doom, so he felt he must linger near the
e mv!‘ohﬁhummﬂkum.
©y  ‘Thatshe bould _for Bilm "mever en-
dream of. But it was true, meverthe-
less. Amy Atking' though too bright
mot to keep the fact a secret, had grown
fonder of Julian Hicks than she had
thought that she could be of any man.
8o now the play begsn in sarmest—a
*  Jirama ofténer acted than most people
Two hearts afire, while ome
would think, from lobk and

mature’s own bright gold. All theen-|

Amy said: “Ifhe care ever so little
for me I will make very sure that he
does not perceive I care one whit for

Julian said: ‘‘She shall never laugh
at me though she does not love me. She
shall respoct me and never guess h
power, whatever pain I may have to
bear.”

And so they met and parted, day after
day, and no one fancied that any thing
troubled the heiress but Aaron Pennel;
and only two—the same Aaron Pennel
and Julian's sister—saw how pale Julian
grew—how sad his sweet mouth came to
be—how at times a hopeless look was in
his eyes. Poor Ada! who in her terror
ssked Aaron Pennel one day if he
thought that her brother Julian was ill.

“He {8 so unlike himself,” she said,
with tears in her blue eyes. ‘“He paces
the floor of his room at night; he sighs
bitterly; he works as hard as over, but
he does not care to play at all. I am
frightened, Mr. Pennel.”

And Aaron had said: *I think that
your brother can not be very ill, Miss
Ada; and If any thing troubles him, that
the time must come very soon when
that trouble will pass away and be
changed for happiness.” -

“But do you know of any thing that
can trouble Julian?” asked Ada.
~ And Aaron answered: ‘“‘Perhaps I
guess at something, Miss Ada, but I am
not certain of it. Time will take care
of it, I am very sure.”

They were together a good deal now,
Aaron and Ada. It had entered Juli-
an’s head at times that this splendid
fellow liked his pet sister very well; of
late, that it was possible that he loved
her. But Ads, at seventeen, seemed a
child to him, and he thought of this
only as something the future might de-
velop. ;

As she had said, he worked very
hard; but toil could mot banish the
“haunted thought"” of his life. It grew
stronger instead of fading, as he had
thought it might. His nights were
sleepless hours of sad unrest. He
feared for health and reamson. At last
he resolved to try what charm there
might be in absence; to leave London,
in which he could not dwell; forbidding
himself to meet the woman ‘he so hope-
lessly adored, and availing bimself of
an offer which promised to be a step-
ping stone to his professional success,
but a barrier of miles of land and water
between himself and Amy Atkins,

“Iy's a good offer,” he said. *“I shall
make money and get on.”

“‘¥ou are doing well here,” said Aaron,
doubtfully.

*In one sense, yes,” sald Julian; “‘in
another, no. A man must not peril his
health or his reason. 1f danger
threatens them from any quarter, he
must shun it.” ’

Asron asked no explanation. He
looked grave, and he held Julian's hand
longer than usual when they parted—
that was all.

The days flew by. Julian was ready
for his departure. Aaron Pennel one
morning sat in Julian's room and talked
as people do when their minds are on
some subject which they hesitate to
mention. .

At last he asked: “Have you bidden
good-bye to Amy Atkins?”

Julian flushed and shook his head.

“It does mot matter,” he said, in &
somewhat melancholy tone. **We shall
not probably meet again, nor will she
care.”

*q think she would,” sald Aaron.
“You will hurt her by going off in such
a manner. 1 feel certain of that.”

Julian shook his head again.

*] know she will not care,” he sald,
“Why should she?”

“Because you do not care for her?”
asked Aasron. ‘‘You are the only man I
know who feels im that way towards
An:y Atkins.” ‘

“] am not a ladies' man,” said Julian;
but he turned his head away to say the
words.

In a moment more Aaron spoke again:
“Julisn, you know I am neither a bash-
ful man nor a coward in most cases; but
every man becomes one or , under
some circumstances., I bavea favor to
ask of you. You remember your prom-
jse to refuse me nothing I could ask of
you. The time has come when I have
need of your aid. Will you giye if to
me?’

“Tell me what you want me todog,"”
sald Julian; simply, giving his friend
his hand. ‘Aaron took it tenderly.

“] want you to see Miss Atkins,” he
said. “I want you to tell her some-
ting which I have not the courage to
tell her for myself — I have admitted
cowardice, as you know, Julian—to tell
her s love story, in fact, and see what
shesays to it. I could ask this of no
one alse. Will you do it? -

Juliap stood dismayed. THe—he, of
all men, to undertake such a task as
this!—he who loved Amy Atkins so mad-
ly! He stood bewildered.. So-Aaron,
the handsome, brilliant, spleadid fellow,
her mate in wealth, position and ap-
pearance, loved the girl also. If so, she
could not fail to love bim In return

£

darmed. Aaron and Amy —
Amy! Yet it was all right; he hadmo
doubt about it. It was natural; but why
choose him for a go-between?

“] do not refuse, Aaron,” he faltered,
mindful of his promise, but white with
despair; “bit you need not Iear. She
will love you. You are not ome %o sue
ia vain.,” : 3

“But how?” asked Julian. “I know
nothing of such things. I have never
told any woman of my own love. Ishall
harm yours in telling. I will do it; but
you must give me the words—the how—
the when. It will be—terrible!”

He was deadly white now—not only
pale; but Aaron went on unheeding:

Eopisox, the wizard of electricity, now
feclines to see visitors at his Menle
Park laboratory. Hels a very busy man,
mmmwmmu&

golden time should be sacrificed
to people whosimply call to “pay their

*“Tell hera story—this! You know a
man who has loved her long, but who
has never dared to ‘sayso. He feels
that his own deserts are too small to en-
entitle him to bope; but, on the eve of
parting, he can restrain himself no
longer; he must tell her that lifeis
nothing without her; that her love is
the only thing worth striving for; he
m@st ask her in this strange way, be-
cause be has not courage enough to do
otherwise; to bid him hope or despair.
Then she will ask who this lover is, and
you may tell her; but not until then,
mind you—no; until all the story of the
love is told. And you will bring me the
answer.”

Julian turned s ghastly face toward
him and replied: “If I live!”

“And-you will tell the tale just so—
just as I have told you?" asked Aaron.

Again Julisn answered: “If I live!”

Then he left Aaron and sought Miss
Atkins.

She held out ber hand, but he only
bowed and seated himself beside her.
In & moment more he said: “I have
come upon an errand that will surprise
you, Miss Atkins. I am commissioned
to tell you a story.”

“That of some poor person?’ she
asked. . “You have only tosay that you
know.him to be in need and worthy.”

“It is the story of one who asksa
gift,” he said; ““but not a giftof alms—a
gift more precious than gold could be;"
and here, a8 he spoke the thoughts of
his own soul in another's service, his
voice trembled—*a gift that you can
only give—you, of all the world.”

Ada looked at him shyly now. Ina
moment more her eyes dropped and her
fingers began to trifie with her rings,
and the lace above her bosom to flutter
softly.

“I'know & man who has"loved you for
s long time,” he went on, taking now a
sort of flerce and bitter pleasure in this
cruel usage of himself, framing from his
own knowledge of his own love the tale
of Aaron Pennel. “For months he has
thought of you by day and by night,
until there is but one woman in the
world to him—the woman who is ealled
Amy Atkins. Of all the objects that
there are upon the horizon of the future,

thing for your sake: without you he will
be nothing. He has ‘seen no token of
any liking for him in your face, nor
heard it in your volee; yet he would
bave you hear his story, and know his
fate. Ilis name—"

But then o sharp spasm of pain caught
his breath, -He paused for an instant.
In that instant Amy turned toward him
and put her hand in his,

“My love is not worth so much.” she
sald, tearfully, “but, since you value it
so highly, it is yours. It always has
been since I first knew you.”

And tears came faster, and woman's
hysterical sobs. And what could he do
but take in his arms the woman he
adored, and who had just admitted her
love for him under the impression that
he had proposed to her, and hold her
with & lover's tenderness against his
breast.

He was almost mad; he was quite dis-
traught, indeed. The suddenness of his
happiness was in itself enough. And
then there was the awful remorse, the
consciousness of a terrible breach of
trust, when he thought of Aaron Pen-
nel. His utter joy sad his woeful shame
mingled thamselves in his soul, as, hav-
ing bid Amy adieu, he found Aaron Pen-
nel waiting for him not far from her
house.

Aaron looked at him. Julian turned
away his head, for be could not return
the gaze of the man whom he had so

wronged.

Aaron. “Why do you look so?”

“How can I ever make you helieve
that I have not played you false?” fal-
tered Julian; and then Aaron burst into
& laugh.

“You have proposed to her,"” he said,
‘“and she has accepted you?”

Julian could not answer.

*You have the right to take my life,”
be said, “but I-"

“Do you think T wanted to marry Amy
Atkins?” said Aaron, “or that I dreamed

too well. I know your love and your
pride. 1saw two who were made for
sach other tearing themselves asunder;
and I took sdvantage of your foolish |

to place you in & position in |
which it was impossible for you to con-
ceal your true feelings. Somehow, I

he only sees your face. He could do any |

‘“What have you been doing?" asked | LA

she would accept me? I rend your hearts |.

respecta.”

Maxy people will with
Mr. Gladstone in his fondness for Hicing
:n}lhn-bo& in the n:l.:ia‘ !ou.,.l;

hate getting up in Dﬂlﬁ.
lh-ultcuq‘p " He noé
permit himself to think of current mate
ters in polivics after he goes to bed.

Few poople know that the poet White
tier is color-blind, and has been so for
yoars. He has just passed his eigh
second birthday snd seems to be
fairly good health. The weaknesses of
age are upon him, however, and he rare-
ly writes for more than half an hour a8
s time.

A Nrw Orizaws lefter-writer says
that old Jubal Early, now sn snnex of
the Louisiana lottery, goes slouehing
about the corridors of the Bt. Charles
Hotel like s ghost of the past. One of
hisfads is that he will never acoept &
National bank note with a portralt of
Geperal Granton it
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Oregon ImmigrationBoard, Portland,Oregon

A womax Is never ig love that
o B a0 Bul out the bt of her
engagement ring.

Ir you wish to do the easiest and

washing you ever did, tg bing’
Eleotric Boap next ay. Follow tha
directions. Ask your for it., Been
on the market 24 years. no other.
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Do xorsuffer from sick headache s moment
lo . Itisnotnecessary. Carter's Listle
Liver Pills will cure you, Dose, one little
pill. Emall price. Small dose, Small pill
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“iBrowx’s Broxomial Tnroowes' are ex-
cellent for the relief of Hoarseness or SBore
Throat. They are exc ly effective."'—
Christian World, London, Eng: -

Taz conoelt of some is 80
that they admire ———

they make M—Mm

—_— .
For a Cough or Sore Throat the best medi-
eine is Hale's Honey of Borehound and Tar.
~ Pike's Toothache Drops Cure in one minute.

THE GENERAL MARKETS.
KANBAS CITT, Jir. 3
OATTLE—Shipping steers....$ 8 38 ()
Butcher steers..... 8w 165
Native cows........ 1680 505
| HOG8—Good to cholce heavy 850 88
WHEAT—No. 2 red......coocon 8 684
No. 2 hard. R [
CORN—No. 2..00ccvinn un nw
OATE=N0. %o vsararsrnnnrs 15% n
BRYE=N0:2 .ccotincenvnsaisnsene L}
FLOUR—Pateuts, por sack... 1 200
PANCY- s i aesanesss 1 18
HAY-Baled.......ccoonnicnvnes @ 700
BUTTER—Cholce creamery.. a
CHEESE—Full cream......... iy
12
108
6
]

T. LOUIA
CATTLE—Ehipping steers....
Butchers' stoers...
HOGS—PackiIng.......coeeemens
EHEEP—Falr to cholee.......
FLOUR—Cholo®. ... ...c.cuuas
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WHEAT—No.1 red......
CORN—No, 2.....
OATS—No. 2...
RYE—No. 2....
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felt sure you would understand each
other; and at the worst, I should only |
have ‘a refusal, and the reputation of
being arejected lover. My happiness,
a8 [ think you must guess, is. only de-
pendent on’ what Ada will answer me
some day; and I think I shall have
courage to do without your aid in this
onse.”

“Can It be possible? exclaimed Ju-
1ian. » i
* “Undoubtedly.”

e e

“No, perfectly
And so the end wof

thoro was soon &
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And pttacks of la grippe, typhua fever, scariet
fever or diphtheria, the patient Tecovers sirongtd
slowly, as the sysiem Is wonk and debilitated, and
the blood poisoned by ihe rarages of the disease.
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CALIFORNIA FI8 SYRUP CO.

8AN FRANCIS00, CAL, g
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is endorsed and preseribed
physlolars because both the
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fes are the recognized

aBrats 1o s o,
a3 palaiable a8 milk.

cure of Consumption. It is
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